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spent at Richmond (Yorks) Chepstow, Montreuil, Painswick, Chirk
Castle, Dover and Brill. In two respects beside choice of pitch this pil-
grim in the steps of Turner echoes the pioneer, for Chirk recalls that other
great country house, Lord Egremont's Petworth; Dover and the Dogger
Bank sea-fight the historian in paint of the British Fleet with the captured
Danish ships at 'Spithead', the 'Death of Nelson at Trafalgar' and the
'TemeraireY last trip. There is a third analogy: happy visits to the house
of a patron, Geoffrey Blackwell, like those of Turner to the Fawkes at
Farnley Hall,
RJclmond (Yorks)
Of the well-established routine I was a witness when, on Steer's second
visit to Richmond (Yorks) in 1903, my wife and I, as well as Tonks, were
neighbours of the Three,
Steer was the still centre of a. trio in which the other two were Comple-
mentary figures. Brown most looked the artist with his picturesque, deeply
eatved head. Spare of frame, severely upright, slow to speak, but revolving
problems in a singularly honest mind devoid of humour, he pounded the
toads or piers and chased golf-balls with a determination to keep himself
in trim. W* C. Coles was all rotundities and lazy good nature, a talket
and jester; at one moment the polished host ('On I assist you, Madam, to
another slice?'), at another the abandoned rake, frequenter of bars, and
constantly engaged in litde plots to take a rise out of his companions.
Steer had a liking for 'holding hands*, as he put it, when painting, and
the three took station together at each chosen spot.
On Sunday there was no painting. The ritual was a morning walk,
prospecting for subjects, a big midday meal, and after repose and tea an
evening stroll. Once snooze and teai were sacrificed; Tonks and I joined
the party for a long tramp and climb to discover a point from which the
indefatigable Turner had painted one of those topographic views of his,
which had been a good deal obscured by a growth of trees. We reached
the spot, a pub-less, tea-less desert, and a dispirited band sat dutifully
down to sketch. Steer, throwing up the sponge for once, declared who
*took the cake*, but so poor was the pretender to a phantom prize that its
author tore it up on the spot
We had rooms looking over the market-place and church. The Three
were on the other side of the river, where Steer had converted a disused
chapel into a studio, from the vantage-point and shelter of whose high steps
he painted the stormy Richmond Castle at the Tate and The Shower in Black-
weirs collection. Tonks was elsewhere in the town. It was a dour and
wet season. The Thsee went forth canning, as well as their other tackle^